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shaggy overhanging white eyebrows, and
white hair. His nose was long and slightly
hooked, and his mouth was finely cut and
very determined. He was fond of bright
colours, and I never remember seeing him in
anything but a delicate pink silk dhotee, a
dark coat made from a first-rate English
pattern, and a pink turban, and when the
orchids were in bloom, he seldom appeared
without a large spray of some gorgeous-hued
specimen in the top of his turban.

The Tongal always reminded me of an
eagle. He had the same keen, nigged ex-
pression and deep-set, glowing eyes. Few
things happened without his knowledge and
consent, and if he withheld his approbation
from any matter, there would invariably
be a hitch in it somewhere. He was
credited with more bloodshed than any man
in the kingdom. If a village had mis-
behaved itself, raided on another, or refused
to pay revenue or do Lalup, the Tongal
would travel out to that village and wipe